sky is an army this morning,
An army of dark and hurrying storm-clouds:

Here from our hill-top we see them,

In serried array, rank beyond rank,

Marching upon us at speed,

Passing us close,

Then marching swiftly away, to the East;

Thunderous dark though they be, these clouds,
They are welcome indeed:
For they bring us in generous measure
The rain, which is life after death,
God's rain to a sun-scorched land, blasted and barren
and dead.

FATHER divine,
We look up once more unto Thee
In this holy inviolate dawn:

We thank Thee for light renewed,

For a fresh day given, wherein to serve Thee,

For hard and exacting work to be done,

For a home to come back to, a perfect refuge from labour

and care,
For childhood around us, with its simple and trustful

py>

For forest and hills,
For winds and for stars;
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